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The Soule and Body riue not more in parting, 
Then greatneflfe going off. 

Cleo. Tb'th'Monument : 
Mardian , go tell him I haue flaine my felfc : 
Say, that the laft I fpoke was Anthony y 
A id wordit(prythee)pitteoufly. tience Mardian, 
And bringir,e how he takes my dea* h to'th'Monument. 

Exeunt* 

'Enter Anthony , And. Sros, 
Ant. Eros, thou yec bchold'ft me ? 
Eros. INobleLord. 

Ant. Sometime we fee a clowd that's Dragonifh, 
A vapour fotnetime; like a Beare,or Lyon, 
A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine,6r blew Promontorie 
With Trees vpon't, that nodde vnto the world, 
And mocke our eyes with Ayrc. 
Thou haft feene thefe Signes, 
They are blacke Vefpcrs Pageants. 
Eros. I my Lord. 

' Ant. That which is now a Horfe, eueh with a thoght 
the Racke diflimes, and makes ic indiftinft 
As water is in water. 
Eros* It docs my Lord. 

Ant . My good Knaue £w,now thy Captainc is 
Euen fuch a body : Heere I am Anthony , 
Yet caftnot hold this vifible fliapc (my Knaue) 
I made thefe warres for Egypt, and the Quccne, 
Whofe heart I thought I had, for flie had mine : 
Which whil'ft it was mine, had anncxt vntoo'c 
A Million moe, (now loft:) fhee Eros has 
Packt Cards with Ctfars, and falfc plaid my Glory 
Vnto an Enemies triumph. 
Nay, wcepe not gentle Eros, there is left vs 
Our felues to end our felucs. 

Enter Mardian* 
Oh thy vilde Lady,flie has rob'd me of my Sword. 

Mar. No Anthony, 
My Miftris lou'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intircly. 

Ant. Hence fawcy Eunuch peace,(hc hath betraid me, 
And (hall dye the death. 

Afar. Death of one psrfon, can be paide but once, 
And that flheha'sdifcharg'd. What thou would'ft do 
Is done vnto thy hand : the laft fhe fpake 
Was Anthony , moft Noble Anthony 
Then in the midd'ft a tearing grone did breake 
The name of "Anthony : it was diuided 
Betwecne her heart, and lips : fhe rendrcd life 
Thy name fo buried in her. 
Ant. Dead then? 
Mar. Dead, 

Ant. Vnarmefw, the long dayes taske is done, 
And we muft fleepc ; That thou depart'ft hence fafe 
Does pay thy labour richly : Go. exit Mardian. 

Off/pi ucke off, 

The feu cn -fold fhicld of A tax cannot keepe 
The battery from my heart* Ohtleauemy fides. 
Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent, 
Cracke thy fraiJe Cafe. Apace Bros, apace L , 
No more a Solfiier : bruifed pecces go, 
Yourhauebin.No.bIy borne. , From me awhile, exit Eros 
I will ©'re-take thee Cleopatra^ and 
Weepe for my pardon. So it muft be, for now 
All length is Torture : fince theTcrch is out, 
Lye downc and ftray no farther. Now all labour 


Tr age die of 

l Marres what it does : yea, very fd^S^i^^ 
It felfc with ftrength \ Seale then .Sj 
WlcomemyQueene. £rwf Swtfo " done - 
Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wce'l hA • 
And with our fprightly Port make the Ghof * han 
Dido, and her tAZneai rhall want Troopes 
And all the haunt be ours. Come Erodes. 
Enter Eros. 
Sros* What would my Lord? 
Ant. Since Cleopatra dyed, 
I haue liu'd in fuch difhonour, that theGods 
Detcft my bafeneiTc. I, that with my Sword 
Quartcr'd the World, and o're zrecne N*™.. , 
With Ships, made Cities; condfmne nSS??h h 
The Courage of a Woman, leffe NobleLfi t0,lckc 
Then fhe which by her death, our Cafar tcll C3 
I am Conqueror of my felfc. Thou art fworne 8*. 
That when the exigent fhould come, which now 
Is come indeed : When I flhould feebchindeme 
Th'ineuirable profecution of difgrace and horror 
That on my command, thou then would'ft kill me 
Doo't, the time is come : Thou ftrik'ft not me 
Tis Ctfar thou defeat'ft. Put colour iathy ChU, 
Eros. TheGodswith-holdme, * f * 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts 
(Though Enemy) loft aymc,and could not.' 
Ant. Eros, 

Would'ft thou be windo w'd in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Mafter thus with plcacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, his face fubdu'dc 
To penetratiue fhame ; whil'ft the wheefd fcate 
Of Fortunate Cafar drawne before him, branded 
His Bafenefle that enfucd. 
Eros. I would not (ee't. 

Ant . Come then : for with a wound I muft be cur'd 
Draw that thy honeft S word,which thou haft wornc 
Moft vfefull for thy Country. 
Eros. Oh fir,pardon me. 

Ant, When I did make thee free, fwcr'ft^not then 
To do this when I bad thee f Do it at once, 
Or thy precedent Seruices are all 
But accidents vnpurpos'd* Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turne from me then that Noble countenance, 
Wherein the worftnp of the whole world lyes. 
Ant. Loethee, 
Eros. My fwprd is drawne. 
Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawne it, 

Eros. My dcere Mafter, 
My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me fay 
Before I ftnke this bloody ftroke, Harwell. 
*Ani. Tis faid man, and farewell. 
Sros. Farewell great Chiefe. Shall I ftnke now ? 
Ant. Nov* Eros. KtUeshmfelfe. 
Eros. Why there then : 
Thus I do efcapc the forrow ofAnthonies death/ 

tAnt. Thrice-Nobler then my felfe, 
Thou tcacheft me : Oh valiant Eros, what 
I fhould, and thou could'ft not, my Q^ueeneand Em 
Haue by their braue iaftru&ion got vpon me 
A Noblencfleiri Record. But I will bee 
A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo't 
As to a Louers bed. Come then, and Eros, 
Thy Matter dies thy Schollcr; to do thus 
I learnt of thee. How,not dead? Not dead ? 
The Guard,h6w ? Oh difpatch me. 

Enter 
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aA nthony and Qeopatra. 


Snter a Guard, 
l.Cuard. What's the noife? 
Ant. I haue dofie my worke ill Friends : 
Oh make an end of whdt I haue be^un, 
2 TbcStarreisfaine. 
x And time is at his Period. 
J\l Alas,andv;oe. 

Ant. Lcc him that loues me,ftrike me dead. 

1 Not I. 

2 NorL 

g Nor any one. exeunt 

percent* .Thy death and fortunes bid thy folowers fly 
Thi* fvvord but fhewne to Chtfkr wfth thiscydings, 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes* 

J)i$. Whets. 9 * Anthony} 

J)eere* ThtteDiomed&.cx*. 

<$iom. Lines he: wilt thou not anfwer man? 

Jnt. Art thou there Diomed } 
Draw thy fword, and giue mee, 
Suflfifing ftrokesfor death, 

J)iom. Moft abfohuc Lord : 
MyMiftrts Ctecp.ttra fentmeto chee* 

Ant. When did fhee fend thee? 

Diowf. Now my Lord. 

A*tk Where is ftie? (feare 
j5/^XocktinherMoniiment:flhchadaProphcfying 
Of what hath come to paffe \ for when fhe 0* w 
(Which neucr fhali be found) you did fofpeft 
She had difpos'd with C*for\ and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, fne fetw you word fhe wis dead : 
But fearing fmce how it might worke,hath fent 
Me to prodaime the truth, and I am come 
I dread, too late. 
Ant .Too late good Diomd : call my Guard I prythee. 
Dio* Whathoa: the Emperors Guard, 
The Guard,what hoa i Come 3 your Lord calles. 

Enter 4. or 5 . of the Cft ird cf ^Anthony. 
Ant. Beareme good Friends where Clsefttra bides, 
Tis the laft feruice that] {bail command you* 

1 Woe,woe sre we fir.you may not hue to vveare 
All your true Followers our. 
AIL Moft heauy day. 

Ant. Nay good my Fdlowes, do not pleafc fharp fate 
To grace it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to punifh vs,and we punifh ic 
Seeming to bearc it lightly. Take me vp, 
I haue lecfeyou oft, carry me now good Friends, 
And haue my thankes for all. Exit bearing Ar thony 

Enter Cleopatra, and her Af aides aloft > with 
Ckmrmiantg Iras* 

Cleo. Oh CkartpUn, I will rieurr go from fcence. 

Char. Be comforted deere Madam* 

Cleo. No, I will not: 
All ftrange and terrible euents arc wdcoroe, 
But comforts we difpife ; our fize of forrow 
Proportion'd to our caufe, muft be as great 
As that which makes \u 

Enter Dhwed. 
How now? is he dead ? 

Dior* His death's vpon him, but not dead. 
Lookc out o'th other fide your Monument , 
His Guard haue brought him thither. 

Enter Anthony, and the Guard. 


Cleo. OhSunnc, 
Burne the great Sphere thou mou'ft in, darkling ftand 
The varrying Ihorc o'th'world.O Antony y Antony ^Antony 
Hclpe Ckarmian, helpe Iras helpe : helpe Friends 
Below, let's drawTiim hither. 

Ant. Peace, 
Not fafirs Valour hath o rethrowne Anthony, 
But Anthonie's hath Triumpht on it felfe; 

Cleo. So it fiiould be, 
That none but Anthony (hould conquer Anthony > 
But woe'tisfo. 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying ; onely, 
I heere importune death a-while, vntill 
Of many thoufand kiffes^ the poore laft 
I lay vpon thy lippes. 

Cleo. I dare not Deere, 
Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not, 
Leaft 1 be taken : nor thTmperious fhew 
Of the fulLPomm'd C<efar, euer fhall 
Be brooch'd with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpents haue 
Edge, fting, or operation. I am fafe: 
Your Wife 'OftaKi*, with her modeft eyes, 
And ftill Conclufio'n, fhall acquire no Honour 
Dcmuring vpon me : but come, come Anthony, 
Helpe me my women, we muft draw tht c vp : 
Affift good Friends. 

Ant„ Ohquicke.or I am gone. 

Cleo. Heere f fport indeede : 
How hcauy weighes my Lord ? 
Our ftrength is all gone into heauineiTe, 
That makes the waighc. Had I great lmo% power, 
The ftrong wing'd Mercury fhould fetch thee vp, 
And icttheeby Ioues fide. Yet come a little, 
Wither* were euer Fooles. Oh come, come, come, 

They heaue Anthony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou haft liu'd, 
Quicken with killing : had my lippes that power, 
Thus would 1 weare them out. 

AIL Aheauyfighr, 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying. 
Giue me fome Wine, and let me ipeake a lir tie, 

Cleo. No, let me fpeake, and let me ray le fo hye, 
That the falfc Hufwife Fortune^ breake her Whecie, 
Prouok'd by my offence. 

Ant . One word ( fweet Qneene) 
Of C<e/ir fceke your Honour, with your fafety. Oh. 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle hearc me, 
None about Cafitr truft, bur ProculeiHi. 

Cleo. My Refolution>anu my hands,Ile truft, 
None about Cdtfar. 

Ant. The miferablechangenowatmy end„l 
Lament nor forrow at s but pleafe yoi r thoughts 
In feeding them with tftofe my former Fortunes 
Wherein I lined. The grcateft Prince o'th'yvorld, 
The Nobleft : and do now not bafely dye, 
Not Cowardly put off my Helmet to 
My Countreymon. ARoman,by aRoman 
Valiantly vanquiftVd. Now my Spirit is going, 
I can no more. 

Cleo. Ncbleftofmen,woo'tdye? 
Haft thou no care of me, fbali I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abfence i* 
No better then a Stye ? Oh fee my women : 
.The Crowne o'th earth doth melt. My Lord ? 
*Oh witherMis the Garland of the Wane, 

The 


